TWO ON A TOWER

When Tabitha Lark arrived at the Great House
next day, instead of finding Lady Constantine in bed,
as formerly, she discovered her in the library, poring
over what astronomical works she had been able to
unearth from the worm-eaten shelves. As these
publications were, for a science of such rapid develop-
ment, somewhat venerable, there was not much help of
a practical kind to be gained from them. Never-
theless, the equatorial retained a hold upon her fancy,
till she became as eager to see one on the Rings-Hill
column as Swithin himself.

The upshot of it was that Lady Constantine sent a
messenger that evening to Welland Bottom, where
the homestead of Swithin's grandmother was situated,
requesting the young man's presence at the house at
twelve o'clock next day.

He hurriedly returned an obedient reply, and the
promise was enough to lend great freshness to her
manner next morning, instead of the leaden air which
was too frequent with her before the sun reached the
meridian, and sometimes after. Swithin had, in fact,
arisen as an attractive little intervention between her-
self and despair.